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Immortail hate vntotlie houfe of Y ovke. 

Nor neuer fhall I flcepe fecurc one flight, 

Till I haue ftnioufly reuengde thy death, 

And left not one of them to breatheon earth. ; 

He takes him vp on his hacke. 

And thus as olde Ankifes fonne did be are 

His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him again ft the bloudv Grcekes: 

Euen fo will I : but ftay, hcres one of them. 

To whom my foulc hath fworne immortail hate. 

Enter %tchard^and then Clifford layes downe his father fyhts vtitk 
him, and Richard fltes away againe . 

O ut crooiktbacke villahie, get thee from my fi ght. 

But I will after thee, and onceagaine, 

When 1 haue borne my father to his tent. 

He trie my fortune better with thee. 

exit jong Clifford with his father . 
AUrmes againe, and then enter three or foure, hearing the duke of 
Buckingham wounded to his 7 * ent. 

Alar me s fill, and t hen enter the King and jQueene. 
ffhteene Away my Lord, and flic to London ftraight. 
Make tafte/or vengeance comesalong with them, 
Come,ftand not to e>:poftulate,lcts go. 

King Come then faire Queene, to London let vs hafte. 
And fummon a parlament with fpeedc, 

T o flop the fury ofthefe dyre euents. 

,*■ exeunt King and ffueestCi. 
Alarmes,and. then a flourifb,and enter the duke of 
Tcrkeand%ichard. (be. 

Torke How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath becne* 
I hope to vs and ours for England* good, 

And our great honor,that folong wcloft, 

Whilft faint-heart Heinry,dklvfurpe our rights: • • 

But did you fee okl Salisbury firice we 

With bloudy minds did buckle with the foe, • 

J would not for the lofle ofthis right hand. 

That ought but w ell betide that good old man. 
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. » Mv Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng, 
JSj hb lance with his old weary armes, - 
Ch IS e I faw him beaten from htshorfc, 

J thrice this hand did fet him vp againe, 

^ n , (ijji he fought with courage gainft hisfo«. 

TlV boldeft fpntcd man that ere mine eies behc . 

TheboidUt P Su[erSa ^ a » d fVarmcke. 

See noble father where they both do come, 

T S# e VV P e M f this dav, thou valiant Duke, 

Andthoubraue bud of Yorkcs incrcafing houfe, 

WbtfS 

War. After them, nay before them if we can. 

Now by rny Faith Lords twas a-loriousday. 

Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 

Shal be eternizd in all age to come, 

Sound Drums and T rumpets,and to London all. 

And more fuch dales as thefc to vs befall. 
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